Upon the outer embankments of the restrictive bounds of Providence lie a manor o so iniquitous;
'tis for the fellows of debauchery who seeketh the finest of marvels given by Nature.
Fuck! the lord submit pitifully to the house with none yielding to man's pathetic abstain.
Pleasure was the ruling edict, prejudices were dropped, and pricks and cunts were the sole utensils of which were wielded in the house.

Who was Jesus to these voluptuaries? Nothing hinted trifles of that fashion... what would come of them! say our heroes do.
Politicians, financiers, and the like encompassed the candidacy of the villa, 
each as atheistic as the other, undisciplined as a child, and abominable only acquainted by their distinct heroic undertakings nearly as great as the old tale of Scylla.
Meaning, God, and virtue have not an impact to these men considering they prided themselves profusely with crime o so sublime as a blooming Scilla.

Its outsiders, far from the friends of our heroes, refuse to accept Nature; her crafts naught to the dolts.
Meanwhile, submit to virtue, revel in sacrament, and chastise themselves to falsehoods whilst comparing themselves grander than our exemplars;
the dolts are drunk in pitiful stupidity topped in chivarly of ambitious templars.
All are damned for life whereas our o marvelous friends savored within their house of liberty run solely on their animal tempers.